
The Tragedie 

By this one bloudie trial of fiiarpe warre. 

J Lor. Euery mans confciencc is a thoufand fwords 
To fight againft that bloudic homicide. 

z. Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flic to vs. 

$ . Lor. He hath no fr icr.ds , but who arc friends for feare, 
Which in his greateftneed wiiUhrm^efrom him. 

Rich. AW for our v intage, then in Gods name march, 

True hope isf\vift,anH flics with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it truke Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter K Richard , <V nff'.Ratclijfe,Cateshy , with others. 

King. Here pitch our tents, cuen here in Bolworth field, 
Why how now Catesby,why lookeft thou fofad. ? 

Cat My heart is ten times lighter then my Iookcs. 

Xiw.NortFo!ke,come liither: 

Norir'olkcjwe mufl hauc kneckes,ha, muft we not? 

Nor. We mufl both giue and take, my gracious Lord, 

King. V p with my tent there, here will I lyc to night. 

But where to mcrrowiwell aH is one for that: 

V/ho hath deferied the number of the foe? 

Nor. Sixe or feuen thoufand is their greateft number. 

King. Why our battailon trcbels that account, 

Befidesjthc kings name is a tower of ftrength, 

Which they vpon the aduerfe partie want : 

Tpwith my tent there, valiant gentlemen. 

Let vs furuey the vantage of the field, 

Call for fomc men of found direction, 

Lets want no difc'pline,makc no delay, 

For Lords, to mo rrow. is a bufic day. Exeunt. 

Enter Richmond smith the Lords. 

'Rich. The weary Sunnc hath made a golden feate, 

And by the bright trackc of his fieric Carre, 

Glues figna!! ofa goodly day to morrow .* 

^ncreisdir tFtUum Brandon, he fliall bearc my ftanderd, 

The Earle of Pembrookckeepchisa egimcnt, 

Good captamc Blunt, bcare my good night to him, 

And by the fccond houre in the rooming, 

Dclire the Earle to fee mein my tent, 

Yet one thing more, good /Hunt before thou goefl-* 

Where is Lord Stanly quarterd, doe fl thou know? 
hauc 


Richard the third. 

Which well f am allur'd I bauc not done 
His regiment liet halfea mile atleafl. 

South from the mighne power of the king. 

Rich. Ifwithout perill it be poflible. 

Good captamc Blunt bearc my good night to him, 

Andgiue him from mc,thismoft needful ferowie. 

Blunt. V pon my life my Lord,Ilevndertakcit. 

Rich, Farewell good Blunt, 

Giuemefome Inkc and paper in my tent, 

He draw the forme and modie ofour battel!, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, 

^nd part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrength : 

Come, let vs confultvpon tomorrowes bufinelfc, 
la to our tent, the airc is rawe an d cold. 

Enter K. Richard , Norjf.RatcUffe^atesl/j 
King. What is a clocke? 

Cat. it is fix of the cIockc,fall flipper time, 

King. I will not fup to night, giue me fomc/nke & paper, 
What, is my beucrcafier then it was? 

^nd all m\ armor laid into my tent. 

Cat. It is my liege, and all things arc in readineftc, 

King Good Norffolkc, hie thcc to thy charge, 

Ffccarefull watch, chufe truftic Centiuell. 

Nor. I goe my Lord. 

King. Stur with the Lar^e to morrow gentle Norffol^e. 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

Catcsbie. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Send out a Purfcuantatarmcs 
To Stanelys regiment, bid’him bring his power 
Before Sun rifing,lcaft his’fonne George fall 
Into the blinde caueofcternall night, 

Fill me a bowle of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Loo^e that my ftaucs be found and net too hcauy RatlifFc. 

Rat. My Lord, 

King. Saweilthou the melancholy L. Northumberland J 
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfclfe, 

Much about Coc^fhut time, from troupe to troupe 

L z Went 
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